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"| really don't see why you needed me along for this," Sav said, although he smiled at his boyfriend all the 


same. "How hard can it be to pick out a pair of jeans that fit well?" 


"But | want your opinion of how they look, Sav," Steve answered with a laugh. "Not like | can see my own arse, 


after all. And you know | wanna look good for you." 


Sav laughed, his blue eyes taking on a flirtatious expression. "Oh, well, in that case, let's go!" He reached up to 
pull the cord as the London bus approached Marks and Spencer. They - along with the rest of Def Leppard - 
were in London to record their second album, but their new producer, Mutt Lange, called earlier that morning 
asking that only Joe come to the studio as he wanted to have a discussion about vocal techniques with the 


singer before they started the actual recording. 


Pete had promptly vanished in search of a pub even though it wasn't yet noon, whilst Rick packed up some 
sketchpads and other art supplies and went to find something that caught his eye to draw. Steve declared that 


he could use a couple new pairs of jeans and that Sav could help him shop. 


Now Steve smiled softly at his boyfriend as they hopped off the bus. "Thanks for doing this for me, baby," he 


murmured. "I'll make it up to you, | promise." 


Sav smiled back warmly. "Anything for you, love. Besides, | don't mind shopping that much. It's just a boyfriend 
thing, innit, to complain when your other half drags you off to the shops for clothes?" 


Steve giggled. "Maybe it is, never thought about it," he said. "Not like | was anyone's boyfriend until | met you." 
He led the way into the shop and into the men's department. Looking through the jeans, he suggested, "Why 


don't you pick out a few also?" 


"Do | have to?" Sav fake-whinged, his expression making it clear that he was teasing. 
"Yes," Steve told him with a grin. "Behave." 


"Aww, but behaving's no fun," Sav pouted as he looked through the jeans. He pulled out a pale blue pair labelled 
as being ‘acid washed! although he didn't know what that was all about. But he liked the colour well enough. 
Then he grabbed a black pair and a pair of basic blue. 


Steve quickly loaded himself up with jeans in white, black, and several shades of blue. "Right, then, lets go try 
‘em on, make sure they fit well and all that," he said. 


It being a slow time of day in the shop, the assistant at the fitting rooms simply counted the garments they 
each had and went back to tagging new stock to put on display. 


The two young men decided to take advantage of the empty space and moved into the single large dressing 
room rather than a pair of smaller ones, as the big one had a three-way mirror. Steve quickly tried on each 
of the jeans he'd brought in with them, peering at himself in the mirror. "What do you think, baby?" he asked 


Sav. 


"I think you look amazing, just like always," Sav said with a smile. He pulled on the black pair and took a look at 
himself, then the standard blue pair. As Steve pulled his own trousers back on and piled up the jeans he 
decided to get - all of them - Sav pulled on the acid-washed jeans. 


"Oh, wow, baby," Steve murmured. "Talk about looking amazing. Those hug your arse perfectly." 
Sav blushed. "You think so?" 


"| know so," Steve murmured. He dropped to his knees beside his lover and ran one hand over Sav's demin-clad 
arse. "Doesn't that look fantastic?" 


Sav swallowed, suddenly very aware of the hand on his arse and his boyfriend's current position. "Yeah," he 


said a little breathlessly. But he was looking at Steve rather than the mirror. 


Steve gave a teasing smile. "Keep watching the mirror, baby," he murmured, his hand caressing Sav's arse 
even as he nuzzled against the front of those acid-washed jeans. He purred softly, feeling his boyfriend's 
response. "Like that, do you?" 


"Steve, we can't.. you can't.” Sav trailed off as Steve's other hand slid teasingly up the inside of his thigh. He 
couldn't take his eyes off the mirrors, seeing Steve's hands on him as well as Steve's face nuzzling at him. He 


carded his fingers through his boyfriend's silky blond hair. 


Steve purred again and gently teased down the zip of the jeans currently between himself and his lover's flesh. 
He parted the flaps and carefully slid them down to expose Sav's pants, already straining over his erection. "Oh 
yeah, you like this," he whispered, his breath hot against his lover. 


"Yeah," Sav almost whimpered. "Steve..." 


"Just watch, baby," Steve murmured, mouthing Sav through his pants before carefully using his teeth to tug 
them down. He pressed soft, open kisses to Sav's thighs before licking up the underside of his erection. 


Sav shoved his hand into his mouth to keep from crying out as he watched in the mirrors, seeing Steve licking 
at him from multiple angles. He moaned, spreading his legs a little wider and leaning one hand on Steve's 


shoulder to keep his balance. 


"Mmm," Steve purred as he slowly wrapped his lips around Sav's hard cock, shifting until he could take his 
lover's full length in. He pulled back, tracing the throbbing veins in the shaft with his tongue before engulfing 


the hard length in his mouth once more. 


"This is.. you look.. so hot." Sav breathed. His fingers continued to card through Steve's hair even as he stared 
into the mirror. 


Steve moaned, bobbing his head faster as he fumbled with the fastening of his own jeans. He sighed as his own 
erection sprang free from the confines of the denim and cotton, wrapping one hand around himself even as the 


other continued to stroke and tease at his lover. 


‘Oh... my.. God.. Sav moaned, his eyes now fixed lower on the mirror where he could see Steve stroking himself 
in time with the motions of his mouth on Sav's cock. He whimpered, conscious of the shop assistant outside 


the changing rooms, the risk of getting caught just adding to the thrill. "Steve..." 


"Mm," Steve moaned, feeling Sav's cock throbbing in his mouth and savouring the taste of his lover. He 
scratched his nails along Sav's inner thigh and moaned once more as the action brought Sav to a sudden 


climax. 
Sav bit his hand to keep from crying out as Steve's nails raked lightly along his thigh, the sensation tipping him 
over the edge. As the aftershocks subsided, he felt Steve pull back and looked down to see three different 


angles of his lover in the mirror, hand moving frantically on himself. 


"So hot, love.. get yourself off for me," Sav whispered. "Wanna see you coming...” 


Steve's breath caught and he climaxed with a soft moan, his completion spattering the floor of the changing 
room and catching the hems of the acid-washed jeans still around Sav's knees. He leaned forward to gently kiss 
Sav's thighs before tugging his lover's pants back into place. "Can you move, baby?" he murmured. "We better 


buy our stuff and get out of here" He couldn't help but giggle a little at the thought of what they'd just done. 


"Yeah, we better," Sav agreed. He blinked a little at the damp spots on the hems of the jeans as he took them 
off to replace with his own. "Oh, bloody hell.. good thing | wanted to buy these anyway. 


Steve rocked to his feet and tugged his own jeans back up. "You know after this, l'm gonna get hard every time 
| see you in them," he teased. "Give ‘em to me, I'll fold ‘em so the clerk won't notice anything when we're at 


the checkstand." Suiting actions to words, he did just that as Sav dressed. 


They hurried out of the changing rooms, grateful that the assistant barely looked up from his other task. 
"Was everything all right, then?" the man asked. "Or do you have anything needs to go back?" 


"Yeah, we've just got to pay," Sav told the man. "We're taking everything, thanks." He and Steve hurried to the 
tills, where they paid as quickly as possible and fled the shop, both of them laughing themselves silly once they 


got outside again. 


Steve just looked at Sav with a big grin as they reached the bus stop. "Well, that trip certainly gave new 
meaning to Marks and Sparks! 


Sav just cracked up once more. "I love you, Steve." 


"I love you, too, Sav." 


